THE   NURSEMAID

people who come in and go out. The girls
together, feminine. The men together, masculine.
The men who would no more think of taking their
hats off in a tea-shop than in a railway station. The
different tones in which orders are given. The
different demeanours which the same attendant
will adopt towards different customers. The Staid
supervisors. The slatternly dish-washers peeping
forth now and then. The cash-girl eternally in
her cage, and in the draught from the ever-opening
and ever-shutting door. One talks of the romantic
quality of Paris cafes. They are prose compared
to the free-verse of a London tea-shop.

London.

Nursemaids. The mother of an infant related to
me the following. She had a tremendous scene
with the nurse. The occasion, but not the cause,
of the scene was the fa& that the nurse had kept
the nursery too cold, and had then completely
undressed the invaluable infant before having made
the preparations for its bath. So that the child
was kept for at leaSt five minutes naked in a chilly
room. Vituperation flew from one side and
insolence from the other at a great rate. (The
mother laughed as she told me the Story in detail.)
The mother then began a sentence : " I do hope,
nurse, you won't - " " Oh, you needn't fear 1 "
the nurse quickly interrupted her, " I shan't take
my revenge on the baby when I've got him alone"
Dramatic revelation of a mentality I The mother
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